was getting late, and I began to look questioningly at Mary.
We had to drive ten miles to the show and I had to make up.
My mind was wandering, and in my abstraction I refused
the port. The steward filled my wineglass with water; then
I realized too late we were about to toast the King!

I stood with the commander of the Fleet and drank the
toast to His Majesty in water, and felt like some miserable
figure in a Bateman drawing!

For upward of ten days we did the Orkneys, putting on
shows aboard ships like H.M.S. Dundas Castle, which was a
ghost ship of the good old days of pleasure cruises. The
Dundas Castle used to sail to Africa with tourists and passe
actors making farewell tours. She was about to be broken
up for scrap in 1938 when the Navy took her over and
remodelled her into the maid-of-all-work to the Fleet.

Her engineers repair the ships that put in for repairs. Her
dentist, Dr. Gamble, fills all the aching cavities that come his
way. Officers awaiting leave, or returning from leave, are
quartered aboard her until they can rejoin their own ships.
She handles all the mail for the Fleet in Scapa Flow. Her
theatre, down in her bowels, far below sea level, has to be
seen to be believed. You go down a million stairs and sud-
denly come upon an auditorium with red plush tip-up seats,
a real stage, and good dressing rooms. All these were part
of the cinema which was the attraction of B deck when the
Castle was a pleasure-cruise ship.

On our last day at work in the Orkneys we left by drifter
for the island of Shapinsay to do our last show for the Navy,
There were only about three hundred men and two officers
in the camp, and most of them had been there without leave
for a long time. Shapinsay is much too small and too
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